A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
I see? It is Bernard all right, but he walks gingerly.
What has he got on? Socks, shirt, tunic, cap,
nothing else! He roars with laughter as he ap-
proaches. I regard him with amazement! 'You may
well look/ he says, 6I got bogged. Luckily they
heard me. My trench boots were wedged, so they
pulled me out of them. I had slacks on in order to
free the circulation, so I undid the braces and thigh
straps and got them to pull me out of the lot. Your
H.Q. is nearer than mine, so I have told them to send
me along a pair of breeks and some boots!' As it
is very cold we move on to dry ground in a hollow
and make for my dugout, my orderly carrying the
colonel on his back, as his feet are cut.
That evening Paddy Jackson comes up from the
base with a draft. He was too young to come out
with us. He dines (!) with me and goes up to see his
old company. Anxious to see all the fun, he goes out
on patrol and takes part in a scrap, later returning
to the base. Seven months later he is wounded when
with us, but, returning, faces the music once more,
this time to die! It is to boys like this that England
owes her greatness.
To the isolated left I plod next morning. Posts
are few and far between. Rounding a traverse I hear
a rifle crack quite near. A few paces on and I find
a corpse, quite warm. A hole in the head and not
much blood. Beside is a muddy rifle in the slush,
78